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The  Arc  deTriomphe  rising  162  feet  at  the  heail  of  the 
Champs  Elysees,  Pans;  be^un  by  Kapoleon  in  1806; 
one  of  the  architectural  masterpieces  of  the  world. 


Striving  to  satisfy  completely  some 
deep'felt  need  of  his  fellow  men,  the 
architect  has  occasionally  wedded 
lli^auty  of  line  so  intimately  to  useful 
fiihction  that  his  work  stands  a  mas- 
terpiece of  the  builder's  art. 

These  architectural  achievements  find 
their  automotive  counterpart  in  the 
Lincoln.  In  a  comprehensive  and 
fundamental  way,  this  is  a  useful  car. 
It  dispatches  every  function  of  the 
automobile  with  a  brilliance  gratifying 
to  the  most  exacting  motorist.  j 

And  Its  beauty  is  so  notable  that  it 
becomes,  in  teality,  a  factor  in  utility. 
The  inseparable  blending  of  the 
two  makes  the  Lincoln  an  authentic 
masterpiece. 
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Goblin 


TIP  TOP 


CLOTHES 


The  Varsity  man  who  wants  to  be 
correctly  dressed  at  formal  functions 
needn't  pay  a  high  price  for  Evening 
Clothes.  Tip  Top  Tailors  will  make 
a  tuxedo  or  dress  suit  to  one's  indi- 
vidual  measure  for   only   $24. 

Tip  Top  Tailors 


You  needn't  pay  any  higher  price 
than  $24  to  be  correctly  dressed  at 
any  evening  function.  Come  in  and 
see  our  fabrics.  Let  Tip  Top  Tailors 
make  your  formal  clothes  to  measure. 

245  Yonge  St. 


o-^IHllllliHIIinHII 


Goblin 


^IVs Right  -Says  the  Light 

Finished  is  the  little  house ;  the  furniture  is  all  in 
place.  And  side  by  side  they  sit  together  looking  forward 
into  the  years. 

"Everything  all  right?"  he  asks. 

"All  right,"  says  she.  There  is  no  echo,  but  on  the 
table  behind  them  the  friendly  lamp  gleams  its  cheerful 
"All's  right." 

In  every  happy  hour  of  life,  good  light  plays  its  part.  Since 
it  is  so  important,  why  not  be  sure  that  you  have  the  best — 
plenty  of  Edison  Mazda  Lamps  properly  placed.  Look  for  the 
Dealer's  window;  the  Edison  Mazda  Agent  is  trained  in  trans- 
forming homes  with  the  magic  of  good  light. 
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The   Point  of  View 

She  looked  at  me  from  behmd  the 
piled  up  counter.  Her  thin  cheeks 
were  dead  white.  Except  for  the 
daubs  of  rouge  too  near  the  nose.  She 
breathed  through  her  mouth.  Her  near- 
peroxide  hair  lay  plastered  close  to  her 
white  forehead.  A  cheap  prettiness. 
It  was  a  five  and  ten  cent  store.  She 
picked  up  the  article  I  wanted  and 
dropped  it  on  the  floor.  She  made  a 
mistake  in  the  change.  The  end  of 
the  parcel  she  had  wrapped  came  un- 
done. She  took  my  thank  you  with  a 
yawn.  And  showed  two  gold  teeth. 
As  she  went  down  the  aisle,  her  ankles 
wobbled  on  their  French  heels.  When 
she  returned,  I  said:  "I  suppose  you 
become  very  tired,  standing  so  much." 
"Ya,  but  it's  a  lotta  fun  watchin'  the 
dumbells  what  comes  in  to  buy." 

— Eugene  Lockharl. 


"I've  dreamt  twice  I  was  hard  at  work  and  if  it  happens  again  I'm  going 
to  pinch  a  dream  book  to  see  what  it  all  means." 

G— G— G 


"Aspersions  have  been  cast  upon  Judge  . 

Some  have  even  gone  so  far  as  to  hint  that  he  made  use 
of  his  high  position  for  purposes  of  graft.  I  can  state 
positively  that  there  is  not  a  word  of  truth  in  a  single  one 
of  these  charges." 

— From  a  political  speech  delivered  in  Oregon. 
His  Honor  is  without  profit  in  his  own  country. 

G— G— G 


"Before  they  were   married   they   used   to  sit   in  the 
back    row   at   the   movies — to   hold   hands." 


"Oh,    they    still    sit    there — so 
remove  her  hat." 


she    w'on't    have    to 


Irony 

Snow  flies  in  the  busy  street. 

An  old  woman 

Sells  little  packets  of  lavender 

To  the  Christmas  shoppers: 

"Sweet  lavender,  sweet-smelling  lavender! 

Five  cents  a  package!" 

If  she  sells  enough  packages   ' 

She  will  be  able  to  go  and  buy  herself  some  garlic. 


The  Romance  of  Klondike  Kate 


There  was  a  man  called  Buffalo  Mike, 

And  no  one  in  Red  Gulch  had  seen  the  like 

Of  a  man  as  wild  as  he. 

He  would  stand  at  the  door  of  his  pet  saloon 

And  howl  his  threats  to  the  lonely  moon, 

A  very  wild  man  was  he. 

He  lived  by  his  guns  and  his  guns  alone 

And  the  music  he  loved  was  a  dying  man's  groan. 

He  married  a  woman  called  Klondike  Kate, 

And  she  had  given  poor  Mike  the  gate 

So  a  very  wild  man  was  he. 

She  fell  for  a  stranger  not  quite  so  wild. 

Compared  to  Mike,  he  was  but  a  child, 

A  very  mild  man  was  he. 

He  lived  for  Kate  and  for  Kate  alone; 

A  frown  from  her  and  he  turned  to  stone. 

Now  Buffalo  Mike  had  sworn  to  kill, 

And  advised  the  stranger  to  make  his  will ; 

Oh!  a  very  wild  man  was  he. 

The  stranger  shivered  and  shook  with  fright 

But  showed  very  little  desire  to  fight. 

For  a  very  mild  man  was  he. 

Then  he  thought  of  Kate  and  pulled  his  gun 

But  the  stranger's  shot  was  the  only  one. 

Buffalo  Mike  stood  thinking  of  Kate 
And  purposely  pulled  his  gun  too  late, 
For  a  good  bad  man  was  he. 


He  (in  bitter  disappointment  as  she  unmasks):  "I  once  knew  a  girl 
who  caught  an  awful  cold  in  her  eyes  through  leaving  off  her  mask  too 
suddenly." 


"There  was  a  man  called  Bufifalo  Mike." 

If  Kate  loved  this  stranger  more  than  he. 

He  would  just  cash  in  and  leave  her  free 

For  a  good  bad  man  was  he. 

So  the  stranger  was  married  to  Klondike  Kate 

And  in  later  years  wished  he'd  pulled  too  late, 

For  a  milder  man  was  he.  — Edward  Cilmore. 


G— G— G 

The  Wanderer 

Drifting  along  this  morning  on  a 
lazy  trade  wind  that  began  in  the 
China  Seas,  I  settled  into  an  orange 
grove  in  Southern  California.  On  the 
ground  lay  thousands  of  the  golden 
fruit.  On  the  railroad  sidings,  box 
cars  idled. 

Passing  East,  I  listened  in  on  a  Red 
Cross  meeting  at  which  they  were  dis- 
cussing the  needs  of  the  famine  suf- 
ferers in  Asia  Minor.  Later  I  saw  an 
old  lady  in  bonnet  and  shawl  buying 
an  orange  on  Thirty-Eighth  Street  in 
New  York  City.  She  paid  fifteen 
cents  for  it. 

And  the  world  wags  on and 

the    meeting and   the   orange 

groves  smile  in  the  sunshine. 

— Eugene  Lockhart. 


'Since  I  refused  Jack  three  weeks  ago,  I  hear  he  has  taken  to  drink." 
Celebrating,  I  suppose!" 


The  Crazy  Quilt 

A    Little   Story  Propagated   by   the  Pollyanna   Society   in    the   Interests   of   Happiness. 


T""  HE  attic  room  was  wretched  and  touched.     As  in  the  previous  cases,  the 

cold  and  the  broken  windows  were  seat  of  the  victim's  trousers  had  been 

patched  with  brown  paper,  where  the  removed. 

old   crone   sat   sewing.      Stitch,    stitch.  In  the  alley  near  the  body  the  de- 

stitch    and    another    patch    was    added  tectives  picked  up  a  small  object — an 

to  the  crazy  quilt  the  old  woman  was  important  clue. 


making. 

Jabez,  her  indigent  and  worthless 
son,  sat  in  the  corner. 

"Jabez,"  cried  the  hag,  "I'm  out  of 
patches!" 

Jabez  quickly  went  to  the  window, 
dropped  onto  the  roof  of  a  shed  below 
and  so  through  an  alley  reached  the 
street. 


V  V  T*  T  V 

"Jabez!  "  cried  the  tattered  Jezebel. 
"  The  police  are  at  the  door!" 

Jabez  quickly  went  to  the  window, 
dropped  onto  the  roof  of  a  shed  below 
and  so  through  an  alley  reached  the 
street. 

Several  strong  men  had  seized  the 
old    hag. 

"Come  now,  Mother,"  said  one, 
"let  us  see  that  quilt." 

"Well  I'm — !  Each  one  of  these 
over  was  in  precisely  the  same  con-  patches  matches  the  pants  of  a  mur- 
dition    that    the    fourteen    others    had      deredman!" 

been.       The    murder    had    been    com-         ***** 
mitted  with  a  blunt  instrument.  Money,  "Well,"    said   one   jailer,    "the   old 

jewels  and  a  valuable  watch  were  not       fury  kicks  off  by  the  rope  to-day." 


The  body  which  the  detective  bent 


"Yes,"  said  another,  "last  night 
she  wailed,  swaying  to  and  fro  over 
that  quilt  they  let  her  keep.  She  kept 
saying:  'Only  one  patch  more!  I  only 
need  one  more!' 

A  guard  rushed  down  the  hall.  In 
his  hand  was  a  newspaper  with  scream- 
ing  headlines. 

"Did  ye  hear?"  he  said  hoarsely, 
"the  judge  was  murdered  last  night. 
They  found  his  body  this  morning, 
dressed  in  his  dinner  jacket,  stiff  as  a 
poker    and — " 

They  rushed  to  the  death  cell. 
The  old  crone  lay  wrapped  in  the 
quilt.  She  would  stitch  no  more.  She 
was  dead.  On  the  quilt  was  a  freshly 
sewn  black  patch. 

The  crazy  quilt  was  finished. 
***** 


So  is  this  happy  tale. 


-/.  E.  M. 


Villanelle  of  a  Girl  Whose  Name  I  Can^t  Recall 
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In  an  old  trunk  I  made  a  puzzling  haul, 

A  photograph,  midst  skates  and  books,  I  found. 

A  girl  whose  name  I  simply  can't  recall! 

Maid  of  some  distant  Summer,  Spring  or  Fall! 
Or  was  it  Winter  that  you  held  me  bound? 
In  an  old  trunk  I  made  a  puzzlmg  haul. 


She  stands  beneath  the  lilacs,  graceful,  tall, 
Blushing,  I  think,  and  exquisitely  gowned — 
A  girl  whose  name  I  simply  can't  recall. 

She  smiles  as  if  she  knew  she  could  enthrall 

With  voice  and  eyes  and  hands  the  sun  has  browned. 

In  an  old  trunk  I  made  a  puzzling  haul. 

Maiden,   I   think  that  I  would  give  my  all 
If  you'd  return  the  heart  you  hold  in  pound. 
A  girl  whose  name  I  simply  can't  recall. 

The  signature  is  neat  and  very  small: 
"From  Oozey-goozey  to  the  Whiskey  Hound." 
In  an  old  trunk  I  made  a  puzzling  haul, 
A  girl  whose  name  I  simply  cani  recall! 

— /.  E.  M. 


"Georgie:   "Don't    be   angiv,   mother,   because    I've   just    saved   three    men    and    two 
women  from  drowning." 

Mother:  "Cood  gracious!    How?" 

Georgie:  "Why,  they  were  just  going  on  the  ice  when  I  fell  through!" 


S^BS 


The  Inside  Story  of  Robert  Browning's 
"How  They  Brought  the  Good  News  from  Ghent  to  Aix" 


"Mr.  Browning  slipped  me  the 

1WAS  riding  in  the  colors  of  one  of 
the  best  stables  in  the  land  in  them 
days.  Bob  Browning  had  as  fine  a 
string  of  horses,  as  any  in  the  game. 
I'd  been  known  to  come  in  with  as 
many  as  four  winners  in  one  day,  and 
didn't  have  nothing  to  complain  of  at 
all,  till  one  day  he  pulled  a  stunt  on 
me  which  I  ain't  never  forgive  him  for. 
It  was  right  after  the  southern  season 
closed,  and  we'd  moved  up  north  with 
as  likely  a  looking  a  bunch  of  horses 
and  jockeys  as  the  tracks  had  seen  in 
some  time.  I  was  grooming  up  a  roan 
by  the  name  of  Roland  for  a  killing 
at  the  big  meeting  at  Ghent,  where 
they  had  a  fine  track  then,  and  two  of 
the  other  boys,  Joris  and  Dirck,  had 
a  great  pair  of  three-year-olds  from 
which  the  old  man  expected  a  lot. 

Despite  the  successful  season  we'd 
had  down  south,  Mr.  Browning  was 
all  wrought  up  over  something  which 
none  of  us  knew  what  it  was  till  one 
day  he  coralled  me  in  Roland's  stall 
while  I  was  watching  a  boy  rub  him 
down  and  slipped  me  the  story.  It 
seemed  that  one  of  his  best  friends  was 
held  up  over  in  Aix  on  some  business 
matters,  which  he  didn't  tell  me  what 
they  were,  whilst  his  wife  was  still 
living  in  Ghent.     Now,  they  was  some- 


story. 


thing  important  go- 
ing on  which  this 
friend  might  have 
to  have  the  infor- 
mation most  any 
day,  and  when  it 
come  he'd  have  to 
have  it  quick.  So 
Mr.  Browning  tells 
him  that  the  trains 
and  the  mail  can't 
noways  be  depend- 
ed on,  they  being 
almost  as  bad  as 
they  are  to-day, 
and  that  he'd  take 
it  on  himself  to  get 
the  info  to  this  gent 
just  as  soon  as  it 
come  out.  That's 
what  had  been 
worrying  the  old 
boy.  He  couldn't 
make  up  his  mind 
how  to  get  to  this  friend  fast  enough. 
Then,  as  we  '  stood  there  watching 
Roland  guzzle  his  oats,  he  slaps  his 
leg  and  says  he's  got  a  idea.  He 
don't  tell  me  what  this  is,  but  says  to 
be  careful  of  Roland,  and  asks  how 
he  is  on  distance.  Now,  I'd  been 
clocking  the  roan  off  pretty  regular, 
and  knew  they  wasn't  no  one  could 
beat  him  at  a  mile  and  a  furlong,  but 
wasn't  so  sure  of  any  further  than 
that.  Mr.  Browning  says  to  keep  at 
him  and  walks  off. 

Two  days  later,  he  comes  hot-foot- 
ing it  out  to  the  stable  and  says  to 
quick,  saddle  up  Roland,  get  Dirck 
to  bring  his  horse  Roos  out,  and  tell 
Joris  to  bring  around  the  other  three- 
year-old.  I  don't  know  what's  up, 
but  does  as  he  says.  When  we're  all 
lined  up  like  for  the  start  of  a  race, 
he  slips  us  each  a  envelope  and  says 
that  it's  got  to  get  to  this  gent  in  Aix 
as  fast  as  we  can  go.  The  one  that 
gets  there  first  gets  a  neat  little  purse 
out  of  it.  So  he  throws  the  barrier, 
and  we're  off. 

It  was  late  at  night,  and  we  couldn't 
see  much,  but  we  all  three  knew  the 
road  and  tore  down  it  at  a  gallop. 
Dirck  and  Joris  was  riding  short  dis- 
tance horses,  so  I  let  them  set  the  pace 


for  me.  At  Hasselt,  Roos,  which 
Dirck  was  riding,  give  up  the  ghost, 
and  Joris  and  I  went  on.  Just  as  we 
was  getting  in  sight  of  Aix,  Joris's 
mare  stumbled,  and  there  was  I  with 
a  clear  field  and  a  good  purse  ahead 
of  me — riding  another  winner.  Roland 
held  up  fine,  and  Mr.  Browning  give 
him  a  great  write  up  in  the  papers 
afterwards.  I  pulled  into  this  guy's 
front  yard  ]ust  as  he  was  leaving  for 
the  office  with  a  morning  paper  under 
his  arm,  and  shoved  the  note  Mr. 
Browning  had  give  me  at  him.  He 
tears  it  open  and  goes  white  as  a  sheet 
when  he  reads  it. 

"Heavens,"  he  says,  "she's  had 
twins!  " 

Which  is  why  I  can't  figure  out  why 
they  calls  it  good  news  Roland  and  I 
brung  from  Ghent  to  Aix. 

—  W.  K.  Ziegfeld. 

G— G— G 

Well,  well,  well. 

"You    didn't    know     I     was    bow- 
legged,"   she  said,   archly. 
G— G— G 
The  Egotistical  Atom 

I  am  the  centre  and  cause  of  it  all! 
I  sit  enthroned  in  the  Cosmic  Hall 
Lone,  untamed,  on  an  infinite  throne 
I  the  indestructible  I — alone! 
The  universe  may  writhe  in  pain, 
I  change  and  am  myself  again. 
Vast  cataclysms  shake  the  void, 
I  still   vibrate — quite  unannoyed. 
With  fiendish  glee  I  bounce  around. 
Banging  my  brothers  as  I  bound. 
The  seething  riot  vast  discord  creates. 
An  author  some  new  tale  relates. 
I  move  and  I  spin  within  the  brain 
Making  a  statesman  quite  insane. 
Till,  pacing  up  and  down  the  room. 
He  sends  ten  millions  to  their  doom. 
Quite  impolite  I  jostle  round 
Yet  while  I  move  there  is  no  sound. 
As  powerful  as  the  flowing  tide, 
I  still  am  I,  and  none  beside! 
I  the  Ego,  darling  of  the  gods; 
I  whirl.     The  very  universe  applauds! 
Omniscient,  powerful,  potent  I! 
Annihilation  I  defy! 

— D.   M.   Halliday, 
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Out  of  Bounds 

LJ  E  STRODE  up  Broadway,  his 
spurs  clanking,  his  broad- 
brimmed  hat  at  just  the  right 
angle,  swinging  his  swagger  stick.  A 
bit  of  a  thrill  went  through  me.  There 
was  a  soldier  to  be  proud  of.  He  wore 
the  uniform  as  though  he  had  been  born 
to  it.     What  was  he  doing  down  here? 

The  crowd  turned  and  stared ;  and 
admired.  He  looked  to  be  in  perfect 
condition.  Erect,  a  clean  chin  line, 
clear  eyes,  firm  lips,  well  set  shoulders 
and  a  steady,  determined  stride  that 
reminded  you  of  the  tradition  that  they 
always  get  their  man.  From  the  tips 
of  his  toes  to  the  sheen  on  the  R.  N. 
W.  M.  P.  lettering  he  was  polished 
to  perfection. 

There  was  such  a  satisfaction  in 
watching  the  crowd  watching  him  that 
I  followed  him  for  two  blocks.  I 
wish  now  that  I  had  not  done  so.  He 
stopped  in  front  of  a  motion  picture 
house  and  looked  at  the  posters  that 
advertised  a  North  West  thriller  in 
wh'ch  the  hero  was  one  of  the  Royal 
Mounted.       He    stepped    over    to    the 


Husband:  "I  say,  old  O'Rorke's  becoming  a  trifle  bellicose." 
Wife:  "Just  because  the  poor  man  has  the  misfortune  to  be  stout,  I  see  no 
reason  why  you  should  be  vulgar  about  it." 


ticket-window  and  I  drew  near,  to  hear 
him  say,  "It's  five  o'clock."  "Alright," 
the  man  inside  answered,  "take  the 
stuff  off  and  come  back  here  for  your 
dough."  — Eugene  Lockharl. 


Terrified  Lady:  "Help!    Help!    Call  him  off!    What's  his  name?" 
Owner:  "It  won't   make  any   difference,  lady — his  name's  Caesar!' 


Isn't   That   Just   Like   a 
Woman  ? 

He  had  deserted  his  wife  and  two 
small  children  for  her;  had  given  up 
the  prospects  of  a  brilliant  business 
career  with  political  possibilities;  had 
forsaken  all  his  old  associates  and 
associations  so  dear  to  him.  In  fact, 
he  literally  had  shut  out  the  entire 
past  and  closed  the  book  on  all  the 
future  offered  and  had  stolen  away, 
like  a  thief  in  the  night,  with  this 
beautiful,   fascinating  creature. 

And  now,  here  in  this  big,  palatial 
hotel,  two  thousand  miles  from  the  city 
where  both  their  homes  had  been,  they 
were  ensconced,  ready  to  start  life 
anew.  She  nestled  in  his  arms,  her 
head  resting  affectionately  on  his 
shoulder;  then  suddenly  she  sat  up  and 
gazed  deep  into  his  adoring  eyes. 

"Do  you  really  love  me?"  she 
asked,  and  her  tones  were  startlingly 
serious. 

"Love  you!"  he  exclaimed,  mingled 
astonishment  and  amusement  written  in 
his  features.  "Surely  you  know  that  I 
worship  you — haven't  I  told  you  so 
times  innumerable?" 

"Yes,"  she  admitted,  petulantly. 
"I  know  you've  told  me  often  that  you 
love  me,  but — but,  Reginald,  would 
you  be  willing,  if  it  were  necessary,  to 
make  some  great  sacrifice  for  me? 

— L.    B.    Dirdsall. 
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"It  'ud  be  awful  to  be  deaf  and  dumb,  wouldn't  it?" 
'*Oh,   1  don't  know  about  that.      Think  of  all  the  things  you'd  have 
at  your  finger-tips." 
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1924 


I 


1923:  Mah-jongg,  a  bank  failure,  beauty  contests, 
the  Whisper  of  Death,  dancing,  the  fall  of  the  mark, 
the  biggest  racing  season  ever,  "Yes,  We  Have  No 
Bananas,"  the  coal-miners'  strike,  William  Jennings 
Bryan  versus  Darwin,  falling  prices,  the  return  journey 
of  the  Prohibition  boomerang,  radio,  more  murders, 
insulin,  collapse  of  the  U.  F.  O.,  rum-running,  Delorme 
again,  the  L.  R.  Steel  Company,  Andy  Gump,  the 
League  of  Nations,  Daylight  Saving,  Daylight  robbery, 
the  Ruhr,  better  roads,  Sovietism,  the  Prince  in  Can- 
ada, cheaper  beer,  the  Separatist  agitation.  Dr.  Scher- 
mann,  British  Elections,  more  motor  cars,  Lloyd 
George,  the  Ontario  racing  information  farce,  bad  ex- 
port conditions,  a  mild  autumn,  war  in  Mexico,  the 
need  of  immigration,  Santa  Claus. 

And   1924? 

Quien  sabe? 

Presumably,  for  the  average  individual,  the  ma- 
jority of  the  years  of  his  life  approximate  an  average 
degree  of  interest.  Surhming  up  the  total  on  each  De- 
cember tliirty-flrst  he  would  find  that,  though  his 
interests  varied,  one  year,  in  a  general  way,  would  have 
about  as  many  advantages  and  disadvantages  as  an- 
other. 

It  would  be  difficu't,  except  in  the  most  general 
and  theoretical  way,  to  make  an  analogy  to  this  among 
the  nations.  For  one  thing,  "the  average  nation,"  or  any 
approximation  to  "the  average  nation"  does  not  exist, 
in  the  same  sense  that  the  average  man  exists. 


II 


Very  often,  public  speakers  will  give  way  to  flow- 
ery language  and  picture  Canada  as  standing  at  the 
cross-roads  wondering  which  way  to  go.  Canada  stood 
at  the  cross-roads  in  1867,  in  1900  and  in  1914, 
while  only  a  short  time  ago  we  heard  an  ardent  patriot 
assure  an  attentive  audience  that  "Canada,  as  a  nation, 
stands  at  the  cross-roads."  Whether  it  is  ths  same  cross- 
roads Canada  has  been  standing  at  all  along  or  whether 
she  has  moved  over  one  concession  block  each  time  is 
not  clear. 

In  any  event,  our  firm  belief  is  that  Canada  never 
did  stand  at  the  cross-roads,  isn't  standing  there  now, 
and  never  will  stand  there.  She  is  rather  too  busy 
looking  after  her  crops,  trying  to  make  money,  and 
run  her  house  successfully  to  loaf  about  in  any  such 
fashion. 

What  should   1924  bring  to  Canada? 

Chiefly  it  should  bring  her  immigrants.  In  each  of 
her  roles  of  farmer,  manufacturer,  house-keeper,  she 
is  understaffed.  Canada  can  take  all  the  healthy,  will- 
ing-to-work white  immigrants,  no  matter  what  country 
they  are,  who  want  to  come. 

There  is  only  one  panacea  for  the  ills  of  a  country 
in  which  there  are  not  enough  people  and  that  is  the 
obvious  one. 

There  are  millions  of  Europeans  who  can  be  at- 
tracted to  Canada.  Open  the  door,  write  "Welcome" 
on  the  mat  and  let  the  best  of  the  newcomers  get  the 
seats  nearest  the  fire. 


nOBCIM 
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Profoundly  Interested 

For  some  time  past — m  fact  for 
several  thousand  years — one  of  the 
most  serious  problems  which  the 
world  has  had  to  face  is  the  way  in 
which  the  younger  genera- 
tion is  going  to  the  dogs. 

One  more  individual,  a 
reader  of  the  Toronto 
Mail  and  Empire,  who  re- 
joices in  the  quaint  name 
of  "Profoundly  Inter- 
ested" has  discovered  that 
the  youth  of  the  country 
is  not  being  brought  up  in 
the  way  it  should  go  and 
has  written  to  the  above- 
mentioned   paper   about   it. 

His  letter,  in  part,  fol- 
lows: 

"We  cannot  close  our  eyes  to 
present  conditions  as  revealed 
by  facts  when  we  know  that 
many  church  members  are  go- 
ing right  in  the  swing  of 
worldly  amusements-  dances, 

euchres  and  raffles.  Then 
what  can  be  exjiected  for  the 
rising  generation  or  how  are 
they  to  differentiate  betwixt 
light  and  wrong  ?  Is  not  the 
line  of  demarkation  almost  ef- 
faced? Yet  the  Scripture  still 
reads  thus :  'Abstain  from  the 
appearance  of  evil,"  and  in 
Romans  12th,  2nd:  'Be  ye  not 
conformed  to  this  world,  but 
be  ye  transformed  by  the  re- 
newing  of   your  mind,   etc' 

"Last  Saturday  I  noticed  in 
one  of  our  city  papers  an  item 
entitled  :  'Is  the  World  More 
Wicked  ?'  in  which  we  read 
that  Miss  Hill,  superintendent 
of  the  Humewood  House  Asso- 
ciation, said,  when  requesting 
that  a  new  building  be  added, 
that  the  situation  was  ten 
times  worse  now  than  in  1012. 
"Yours,  etc., 
"PROFOUNDLY 

INTERESTED." 

In  other  words,  so  long 
as  ping-pong,   casino,    cro- 
kinole,        fish-ponds       and 
whist    maintain    their    present    vicious 
hold   on    the   public    and    church-going 
mind  it  is  hopeless  to  attempt  to  bring 
children  up  to  be  useful  citizens. 


G— G— G 

Fame  and  the  Cartoonists 

Of  late  we  have  noticed  a  great 
rush  to  get  into  the  comic  strip  busi- 
ness. Some  of  the  better  people  are 
doing    quite    well     at    it,     well-known 


^otage  Canabien 

fiction  writers,  comparatively  respected 
humorists  and  numbers  of  respectable 
citizens.  Step  forward  Mr.  Octavus 
Roy  Cohen,  Mr.  Lardner  and  Mr. 
Winsor  Mackay,  Jr.,  and  Santa  Claus 


Exasperated    brother    (with    dignity):    "Look 
don't  mind  you  riding  round  on  my  feet,  but  I 
ject  to  your  jumping  on  and  off." 


will  pin  apple  blossoms  on  your 
bosoms. 

Every  time  we  pick  our  morning 
paper  out  of  the  refuse  box  on  the 
corner,  we  do  so  with  a  feeling  of 
gloriously  uncertain  expectancy.  In 
the  exquisite  language  of  the  barber 
shop,   "Who's   Next?" 

Are  we  to  see  chronicled  each  day 
the  story  of  Papa  Giuseppe  and  the 
ten  little  Wops — Words  by  Gabrielc 
D'Annunzio — Pictures  by  Julio  Man- 
ette? 


Will  the  Toronto  Mail  and  Em- 
pire, the  Halifax  Herald  and  the 
Vancouver  Province  commence  Tun- 
ing "Peter  Paraffin  in  Parliament," 
by  Margot  Asquith  and  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire,  all  rights 
reserved  by  the 

Earls,  Dukes  and  Vis- 
counts Feature  Syndicate 
offices  in  all  large  coun- 
tries? 

Will  we  pounce  on  our 
favorite  newsie  each  morn- 
ing to  see  what  has  hap- 
pened to  "Gear  Shift," 
the  wonder  horse  now  en- 
tered in  the  trans-Atlantic 
handicap,  a  creation  ad- 
vertised as  the  joint  work 
of  J.  K.  L.  Ross  and 
Mrs.   Livingstone? 

Personally    I    am    going 
to  write  to  the  King  Fea- 
tures at  once  suggesting  a 
list  of  prominent  names — 
Augustus     John,     Harold 
Bell  Wright.  Trotzky  and 
Lenin,     Sir    Adam     Beck, 
Luis    Angel    Firpo,    Lord 
Louis  Montbatten,  W.   E. 
Raney,         the         Princess 
Fahmy,        Henry        Ford, 
Houdini,    Jim    Henry,    H. 
L.     Mencken     and     Prof. 
Schermann.       — /.  A.  C. 
G— G— G 
A   Nomination 
"The     Witt,"     a     stu- 
dents' publication  of  Wit- 
tenberg    College,     Spring- 
field,    Ohio,     emulates     a 
certain    well-known    maga- 
zine   in    that    each    month 
it    runs    a    department    entitled,    "We 
Nominate   for  the   Hall   of   Fame," 

Under  this   heading   in  the  Decem- 
ber number  we  found  the  following: 
"Professor   Paul   R.   Brees 
Because    he    is    loyal    and    true    to 
every  task  he  undertakes. 

Because  he  has  diligently  spon- 
sored activities  which  are  necessary 
to  the  college. 

Because     he     has     worked     alone, 

where  aid  might  have  been  welcome. 

Because   he   is   a   kind   and  loving 

friend   of  both  .the   students   and   the 

faculty." 

(Continued   on  page   24.) 


here,    I 
do  ob- 
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"I  see  here,  Harold,  they  have  published  a  diction- 
ary containing  5,000  extra  words." 

"Great  Scott!  For  heaven's  sake  don't  tell  your 
mother!" 


Westward  Ho!  * 

Hokea  Tahiti,  Hawaiian  discoverer  of  Canada,  pro- 
ceeds toward  the  setting  sun.  He  arrives  in  Winnipeg. 
.  .  .  the  sacred  way  .  .  .  among  the  Kiwanians. 

It  was  among  the  tribes  ot  Winnipeg  that  adventure 
next  befell  me.  I  was  immediately  confronted  with  the 
strange  religion  with  which  these  tribes  are  afflicted.  It 
may  be  called  the  worship  of  the  Sacred  Way,  or 
Portajavenue  as  they  call  it. 

"A  fine  city!"  I  politely  exclaimed  to  a  loiterer  in 
the  station. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  "Wait  till  you  see  Portajavenue!" 

I  approached  a  seller  of  cigarros. 

"Tell  me,"  I  said,  "what  strange  sights  here  greet 
the  traveller." 

"Well,"  says  he,  "there's  Portajavenue." 

In  all  the  cities  of  this  land  there  are  fortunate  ones 
who  ride  up  and  down  the  streets  clanging  gongs  in  great 
chariots  like  houses.  To  show  their  superiority,  these 
chosen  ones  affect  a  distinctive  mode  of  dress.  But  they 
are  not  selfish  and  are  anxious  to  share  their  good  fortune 
with  all  and  sundry.  In  fact,  once  one  has  boarded  such 
a  chariot,  one  is  prevented  from  leaving  by  the  press  of 
others  who,  lured  by  the  craving  for  speed,  have  boarded 
also. 

It  was  while  being  smothered  thus  that  I  heard  the 
owner  call  out: 

"Portajavenue!" 

"Truly,"  I  cried,  "by  the  skulls  of  my  enemies  rotting 
over  my  ancestral  door,  I  must  see  this  sight!" 

Then,  drawing  my  swirka-swirka  knife  and  uttering 
my  war  cry,  I  proceeded  to  carve  my  way  to  liberty. 


HMPtS* 
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"Grab  him!"  suggested  someone. 

I  was  now  in  the  open  air.  Behind  me  I  observed 
sundry  natives  intent  on  doing  me  harm.  With  a 
triumphant  shout  and  beating  my  breast  in  the  manner  of 
my  forefathers,  I  climbed  quickly  up  the  side  of  one  of 
the  buildings  and  entered  by  a  window. 

To  my  surprise  I  found  that  I  had  entered  upon  a 
sacred  ceremony.  Many  natives  were  feasting  and  utter- 
ing a  strange  chant. 

"Kee  Wah  Niss!  Kee  Wah  Niss!  Keee  Waah 
NISS!"  they  sang. 

My  arrival  had  a  startling  effect.  I  had  climbed  up 
a  strong  pillar  and  from  a  vantage  point  near  the  ceiling 
I  dared  them  in  our  own  tongue  to  do  battle  with  me. 

"It's  Battling  Siki,"  said  one  of  them. 

"Shoot  him!"  said  another. 

"Wait  a  minute,"  said  a  third.  "Who  knows?  Per- 
haps he  is  a  celebrity.     Treat  him  with  dignity." 

One  of  them,  holding  out  a  piece  of  cake,  tempted  me 
to  descend.  It  was  too  much.  Hunger  was  strong 
within  me.     I  came  down. 

"Are  you  a  celebrity?"  they  asked. 


"Mr.  Jones!  How  dare  you?  That's  not  mistletoe 
up  there!" 

"Neither  it  is!  There,  I  never  was  any  good  at 
botanv." 
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"That's  a  good  trap  drummer." 

"He  probably  trained  in  one  of  the  original  Trappist  monasteries." 


"Sirs,"  I  replied,  "I  do  not  know." 

"Well,"  one  asked,  "where  do  you  come  from?" 

"Samoa,"  said  I. 

"Enough!"  they  cried.  "He  is  a  foreigner.  He  mus! 
be  a  celebrity!" 

I  was  led  in  honor  to  the  head  table.  They  inquired 
my  name.     Then  they  sang  to  me. 

"Owjedoo,  Mr.  Hokea  Tahiti  Moombango-loora. 

Owjedoo! 

Seranythink  ut  wekandoo  feroo? 

For  we're  with  you  to  a  man. 

And  we'll  fete  you  all  we  can. 

Owjedoo  Mr.  Hokea  Tahiti  Moombango-loora, 
owjedoo!" 

It  was  all  so  reminiscent  of  my  native  Samoa  that 
tears  came  to  my  eyes.  Of  course,  however,  I  felt  per- 
fectly at  home.  The  head  feaster  arose  and,  with  an 
apprehensive  glance  at  my  swirka-sivirka  knife  with 
which  I  had  just  split  in  two  an  orange,  addressed  the 
clan: 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "we  are  indeed  fortunate  to 
have  in  our  midst  to-day  none  other  than  er — er — none 
other  than  the  distmguished  guest  you  see  before  you. 
Mr.  er — er  our  guest  is  justly  famous  for  his  achieve- 
ments along  the  lines  of  er — er — along  the  lines  of 
achievemrnts.  That  he  has  honored  Winnipeg  with  his 
presence,  that  he  has  come  all  this  distance  to  behold  our 
famous  Portajavenue  can  mean  only  one  thing — 
PROGRESS!    Three  cheers   for  good   old    Progress!" 


Ths  applause  was  deafening.  Then  the  war  cry  of 
th:  c'an  was  sounded. 

"SPEECH!  SPEECH!"  they  shouted. 
"They  want  you  to  speak,"  said  a  man  at  my  elbow. 

"But  what  shall  I  say?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  that's  easy,"  he  replied,  "I  always  use  this  one." 

He  removed  his  cuff  and  handed  it  to  me.  On  it  was 
neatly  embroidered  some  words.  I  thanked  him  and 
began  to  read  it  to  them. 

"Gentlemen,"  I  read,  "I  am  indeed  fortunate  to  be 
in  your  midst  to-day.  Your  club  is  justly  famous  for 
its  achievements  along  the  lines  of  advancement.  This  is 
my  first  visit  to  your  wonderful  city.  But  already,  as  I 
look  over  these  intelligent  faces  I  am  deeply  sensible  of 
one  recurring  thought.  That  thought,  gentlemen,  is 
PROGRESS!" 

The  applause  was  satisfactory.  Then  in  twos  and 
threes  they  trooped  off,  leaving  me  alone  to  enjoy  my 
repast.  Which  I  did  until  the  darkness  began  to  fall, 
for  few  are  the  men  who  can  defeat  one  of  the  famous 
Moombango-loora  family  at  the  art  of  eating. 

— J.  E.  MacdougaU. 
G— G— G 

Two  Chicago  men  were  picked  up  on  the  street  on  the 
verge  of  death  due  to  starvation. 

From  the  Daily  Press 

The  report  that  they  had  been  sitting  in  a  restaurant 
waiting  for  an  order  of  fried  oysters  and  a  small  steak 
With  onions  has  not  yet  been  denied. 
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Marie:     "How  long  did  it  take  you  to  learn  to  skate?" 
Georges:     "Oh,  about  a  dozen  sittings." 

G— G— G 

The  Vanity  Bag 

IT  LIES  over  there  on  the  table. 
Her  vanity  bag,  she  forgot  it; 
This,  then,  is  the  secret  of  Mabel, 

You  otherwise  never  would  spot  it. 
This,  then,  is  the  source  of  her  "beauty," 

Her  "loveliness"   lies  here  on  tap; 
She  paid  on  it  custom  house  duty. 

And  I  thought  it  natural,  poor  yap. 

The  delicate  pink,  with  soft  shading. 

That  seemed  but  a  blush  to  my  eyes. 
Was  fixed,  now  I  know,  and  unfading. 

Laid  on  in  a  maidenly  guise. 
Those  eyebrows  I  oft  have  admired 

Were  but  from  this  pencil  a  loan ; 
Those  lips  that  my  verses  inspired 

Brought  kisses  of  rouge  to  my  own. 


"A  Town  Clock  Thinks" 

TICK-TOCK,  tick-tock,  ho!  hum!  a  quiet  day.  .  .  . 
Below    in    the    council    chamber.  .  .  .tick-tock.  .  .  . 
the  town  fathers  heatedly  discuss  the  appropriation   for 

the    new     water     cart tick-tock In     the 

Rectory    across   the   way  .• the    Reverend    Dorkins 

tick-tock prepares    his     Sunday     sermon. 

There  goes  the  doctor  into  Mrs.  Brown's tick- 
tock  they  say  she  hasn't  long  to  live tick- 
tock  I   wonder  what  she  thinks  about  it 

tick-tock she   used    to    feed   crumbs   to   the   birds 

that  nest  m  my  tower tick-tock she  has  no 

relatives no  one  but  the  birds  will  miss  her 

tick-tock tick-tock the    noon    train    is    late 

to-day tick-tock Mrs.    Smith   has    another 

baby that's   eight tick-tock he   never 

works tick-tock tick-tock it's    twelve 

o'clock twelve   strokes  shake   the   life   out   of  me 

but    one    o'clock tick-tock one 

stroke  and  it's  done  with tick-tock I'm 

winding  up here  goes ding-dong,  ding- 
dong,  ding-dong,  ding-dong,  ding-dong,  ding-dong 

tick-tock tick lock 

— Eugene  Lockhart. 

G— G— G 

A  Gothamite  recently  said  he  hoped  pedestrians  would 
organize  themselves  into  associations  for  protection 
against  traffic  terrors.  We  suggest  that  as  one  of  their 
first  moves  they  re-vamp  the  grand  old  slogan  "See  Paris 
and  Die"  and  have  engraved  on  each  and  every  one  of 
their  local  Stop-and-Go  signs  the  words  "See  New  York 
and  Get  Killed." 

G_G_G 

Dempsey  is  not  the  first  strong  man  to  carry  off  a  big 
gate.     Samson  beat  him  to  it  by  several  centuries. 


Alas!  for  this  harsh  disillusion. 

This  baring  of  truth  to  my  sight. 
Perfections  I  thought  in  profusion 

Once  blossomed  are  withered  by  blight. 
These  tools  of  the  sex  unsuspected 

Proclaim  her,  alas;  but  a  fraud; 
The  altar  to  her  I  erected 

Lies  low,  like  a  poor,  worthless  gaud. 

And  yet,  can  I  honestly  blame  her? 

Could  I  thus  my  "beauty"  increase. 
Would  I  then  abstain  and  so  shame  her? 

Nay,  conscience  admonishes  "Peace! 
I'll  cling  to  my  love  with  rejection 

Of  rouge  and  of  pencil  with  scorn : 
For,  painted  to  baffle  detection. 

The  rose  is  still  rose — with  a  thorn. 


G— G— G 


-Otto  V.  St.  Whitelock. 


She:  "I  see  Battling  Siki  cut  loose  and  did  a  Sene- 
galese  war  dance   on   Broadway." 

He:  "Ah!  Someone  else  always  achieves  my  secret 
ambitions." 


smb» 


Civilization  Advances 


This  cartoon,  by  RoUin  Kirby,  appeared  in  the  New 
York  World  under  the  title  of  "The  British  Hold  an 
Election."  Mr.  Kirby  means  to  imply,  we  take  it,  that 
this  IS  not  the  way  in  which  Americans  treat  their  candi- 
dates for  office.  In  this  he  is  quite  right ;  the  Americans 
have  a  great  and  wholly  unfounded  veneration  for  any 
one  of  their  number  who  will  get  up  and  spout  about 
what  he  means  to  do  for  the  country.  Treatment  such 
as  that  pictured  is  reserved  for  baseball  umpires,  negroes 
and  such  visiting  foreign  dignitaries  as  may  displease 
the  natives.  When  they  learn  that  politicians  are  no 
more  invulnerable  or  sanctified  than  umpires  another 
goal  may  be  chalked  up  for  democracy. 

G— G— G 
Page  Sir  Arthur! 

Barnum — Did  you  ever  see  any  of  those  fJiotographs 
of  departed  spirits  they're  talking  about? 

Bailey — I  saw  a  picture  of  Johnny  Walker  in  an 
English  magazine  the  other  day.  — -L.  B.  Birdsall. 

G— G— G 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  will  never  be  able  to  spell  it 
Kanada. 

G— G— G 

Goblin's  Suggestion 

In  our  op'nion.  the  Bok  Peace  Pr.ze — 100,000  beans 
is  it  not? — should  go  to  an  American  author  whom  you 
all  know  and  whom  we  shall  cal'  B.  Blankety  Blank. 
Reason — for  the  last  many  years  he  has  been  dedicating 
all  his  books  to  his  wife  because  he  has  been  afraid  to 
dedicate  them  to  anyone  else. 


Threnody    for    Rover 

Sadly  we  take  our  farewell. 
Sadly  the  thread  of  life  take  once  more  up 
As  in  days  e'er  we  knew  thee,  loved  so  well. 
Oh,  hapless  pup! 

For  greed  was  thy  undoing  and  thy  fate 
More  fearful  far  than  that  which  once  befell 
That  kind  of  gormands,  Henry  No.   8. 
Ah,  sad  to  tell! 

Bones  for  thy  delectation,  lovely  bones! 
They  were  the  Why  and  Wherefore  of  thy  life. 
Wherefore  I  call  down  curses  on  one,  Jones, 
Also  his  wife. 

To  the  museum  did  they  take  my  Rover 
The  prehistoric  carcases  to  see. 
He  took  one  look.     Excitement  bowled  him  over. 
Ah,  lonely  me! 

G— G— G 

After  Reading  the  Hollywood  News 

Mary     Miles    Minter,    nineteen    to-day,    yesterday, 
to-morrow   and   forever. 


IrtiJ. 


"C'arn't  yuh  spare  a  ("hristmas  box  for  a  poor  fellow 
who  wouldn't  stop  at  nothinK  to  help  himself?" 
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The  Woman's  Touch  About  the  Home 

ONCE  upon  a  time  there  was  a  very  happ.ly  married 
couple.  Not  happy  in  that  forced,  teethy  manner 
of  the  furniture  advertisements — but  rejoicing  in 
sincere  affection  and  equally  erratic  temperaments.  In 
addition,  they  were  quite  comfortably  fixed. 

With  them,  breakfast  was  a  pleasant  occasion,  ren- 
dered more  convenient  with  their  cereal  foods  all  ready 
prepared,  their  electric  toasters  and  percolator  attach- 
ments. Nothing  to  do,  as  it  were,  but  to  lift  one's  knife 
and  fork. 

Housework  proceeded  with  quiet  dignity  with  the 
assistance  of  reversible  mops,  collapsible  ironing-boards 
and  an  automatic  washing  machine  quite  as  complicated 
as  a  Massey-Harris  binder.  The  wife's  leisure  hours 
were  passed  on  the  verandah,  where,  thanks  to  the 
modern  screen-shades,  she  was  able  to  observe,  quite 
unperceived,  the  highly  interesting  moves  of  her 
neighbors. 

When,  at  eventide,  the  bread-winning  husband 
returned  from  his  labors,  he  was  slipped  into  two  cozy 
slippers  and  a  padded  velvet  smoking  jacket,  after  which, 
rolling  back  in  a  cleverly  adjustable  easy-chair,  he  was 
able  to  admire  the  countenance  of  his  helpmeet  as  she 
clipped  the  coupons  of  her  monthly  returns  from  the 
Trust  Investment  Society. 

But,  wait  a  minute.  Engrossed  in  the  happy  con- 
templation of  the  latest  two-hundred-volume  encyclo- 
pedia, the  husband  would  carelessly  reach  for  the  stand- 
ing ash-tray,  only  to  find  he  had  showered  with  pipe 
ashes  the  loveliest  maiden-hair  fern  in  the  home.  Again, 
in  the  freedom  of  hospitality,  offering  his  friends  refresh- 
ment, he  would  walk  around  the  room  in  search  of  a 
convenient  place  to  balance  the  precious  contents  of  the 
tray.  There  was  the  sew.ng  table,  over  there — no,  of 
course,  it  held  the  faded  bunch  of  v!o'2ts  from  their  last 


The  Sheik  (after  forty  minutes'  conversation): 
"Hello,  Central!     Can't  I  get  a  better  line?" 

Central  (who  has  heard  most  of  it):  "What's  the 
matter  with  the  one  you   hive?" 


"Miss    Gunn,    may    I    introduce    mv    friend,    .loe    de 
Pouflfus?" 

"But  I  don't  know  you,  sir." 

"Oh,  in  that  case  we'll  jjet  .Toe  to  introduce  us." 


dance,  and  those  delightful  knick-knacks  from  Aunt 
Matilda.  The  little  tea-stand  would  do  just  as  well — but 
somehow  or  other  he  never  could  remember  that  was 
where  they  kept  the  remarkable  'ily-bulbs  presented  last 
fall.  The  mantelpiece — splendid,  except  for  the  collec- 
tion of  antique  bric-a-brac  and  the  large  portrait  of  their 
friend  1  ossie  1  rimmer.  Here  we  are,  right  on  the  writ- 
ing desk,  if  only  someone  would  remove  that  pile  of  knit- 
ting and  the  embroidered  sewing-basket.  Ah,  at  last, 
if  someone  will  keep  it  steady,  we  can  use  the  piano-stool. 
This,  however,  was  all  very  pleasant,  and  accepted  in 
bantering  comment.  The  real  element  of  contention,  if 
such  a  foreign  matter  as  contention  were  allowed  at  all, 
was  the  top  of  the  dressing  table.  There  in  his  old 
bachelor  days  was  that  lidless  box  containing  those 
\aluable  collar-studs,  safety-pins,  brads,  service  badges, 
c'ress-waistcoat  buttons,  and  broken  watch  chains — quite 
a  de'ightful,  fascinating  museum  of  trinkets.  There,  too, 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Confused  Reveller:   ''And  I  tell  you,  sir,  you  pushed  me  first!' 


Goblin 


THE  END  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  A  LARD.  By  Sheila 
Kaye-Smilh.      Toronto,  McClelland  &  Stewart,  Publishers. 

The  end  of  the  Hqpse  of  Alard  is  a  tale  of  demoHtion,  of 
the  slow  descent  and  final  extinction  of  an  ancient  family.  There 
were  Alards  in  the  Crusades  and  from  time  immemorial  the 
name  had  been  a  proud  one.  In  Sussex  they  had  built  Conster 
Manor,  near  Winchelsea  and  Rye.  Here,  little  by  little  the 
proud  fields  of  Sussex  were  added  to  the  Alard  holdings,  a  little 
kingdom  was  established.  At  the  beginning  of  this  century  the 
estate  still  held. 

Anyone  who  has  visited  Rye,  seen  the  winding,  cobbled 
streets  that  take  their  drunken,  grass-grown  course  to  the  sea, 
stood  m  the  old  church  w|iere  the  long  pendulum  beats  solemnly 
the  passing  centuries  or  at  evenmg  walked  on  the  old  sea  wall 
looking  across  the  marsh  to  where  Wmchelsea  church  stands  high 
on  a  hill  with  the  little  houses  all  around  it  like  an  illustration 
for  a  fairy  tale,  anyone  who  has  done  these  things  knows  how 
the  very  country  breathes  of  a  glory  that  is  past.  The  spirit 
of  the  place  has  its  source  in  the  days  when  William  the  Con- 
queror defeated  King  Harold  at  Hastings,  nearby.  The  book 
is  true  to  the  spirit  of  the  land,  "There  are  Alards  buried  in 
Winchelsea  church — they  lie  in  the  south  aisle  on  their  altar 
tombs.  With  lions  at  their  feet." 

But  the  story  is  one  of  to-day.  It  tells  how  to  each  of  the 
children  of  the  house  came  the  call  to  sacrifice  of  ambition,  love 
or  freedom,  that  the  clan  might  not  perish  in  its  evil  days.  The 
war  had  come.  The  eldest  son  had  been  killed.  The  estate 
was  bad'y  in  debt.  Individually  the  members  of  the  family  res- 
pond according  to  their  separate  points  of  view.  The  past  of 
the  old  House  of  Alard,  crushes  their  present  and  future,  with 
the  exception  of  the  two  youngest  who  have  chosen  to  discard 
the  old  tradition  for  a  fuller  freedom.  It  is  a  strong  book  and 
an  exceedingly  well  written  one.  The  story  is  dramatic  in  inci- 
dent and  conception.  Sheila  Kaye-Smith  writes  with  a  keen  sense 
of  irony  combined  with  a  sympathetic  appreciation  of  the  heart 
of  the  emotionally  devout.  The  keynote  of  the  book  is  the 
quotation    from   Chesterton: 

"We  on'y  know  that  the  last  sad  squires  ride  slowly  to  the 
sea. 
And  a  new  people  takes  the  land  .  .  .  ."  — /.  E.  M. 

SWEET  PEPPER.  By  Geoffrey  Moss,  Toronto,  Long- 
mans Creen,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

We  trust  that  under  less  expedient  circumstances,  Jill  would 
conduct  herself  a  little  less  naughtily  (even  if  she  was  in  Buda- 
Pesth)  than  she  did  with  the  count  and  the  prince.  But  when 
her  true  love  turns  up,  we  wonder  (with  her)  why  the  deuce 
he  didn't  take  her  at  her  word.  If  he  had  the  story  would 
have  had  a  more  sensible  ending.  But  apparent'y  he  agreed 
with  the  Hungarians  who,  in  this  book,  yell,  at  every  poss  b'c 
juncture,  "Nem,  Nem,  Soha,"  which  is  to  say,  "No,  No, 
Never."  — /•  B.  J. 


Instead  of 
wondering 

what  to  give 

just    run 

around  the 

corner  and 

SEE  what 

you  can  GET 
at 

1184  Bay  St. 

(South  of  Bloor) 
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JULIAN  SALE" 

The  name  behind  the  goods  is 
your  guarantee  for  the  quality 


Gift  Suggestions 

From    a    thousand    useful  things   in   the  "Julian 
Sale"  stock  that  suggest  the  gift  idea,  note  these: 

Soft  Collar  Cases,  Tie  Cases, 
Glove  Cases,  Handkerchief  Cases, 
Combined  Cases  for  Soft  Collars, 
Handkerchiefs  and  Ties  in  a 
number  of  different  Leathers, 
Colors  and  Shades. 

THE  JULIAN  SALE  LEATHER 
GOODS  CO.  LIMITED 

105  KING  STREET  WEST,   TORONTO 
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Aspirin 


Say  "Bayer"  and  Insist! 


S 


'emwm 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
tablets,  you  are  not  getting  Aspirin  at  all. 
Accept  only  genuine  "Bayer  Tablets  o'.' 
Aspirin,"  which  contain  directions  and  dosL' 
worked  out  by  physicians  during  23  year.s 
and  proved  safe  by  millions  for 
Colds  Headache 

Toothache  Rheumatism 

Neuritis  Lumbago 

Neuralgi?.  Pain,  Pain 

Handy  boxes  of  twelve  tablets  cost  few 
cents.  Druggists  also  sell  bottles  of  24 
and  100.  Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (regis- 
tered in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of 
Monoaceticacidester  of  Salicylicacid.  While 
it  is  well  known  that  Aspirin  means  Bayer 
manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against 
imitations,  the  Tablets  of  Bayer  Company 
will  be  stamped  with  their  general  trade 
mark,   the   "Bayer   Cross." 

Absent-minded  Professor  —  And 
who  are  you,  my  little  man? 

"I'm  your  caddy,  sir?" 

"Quite  so;  quite  so.  I'm  playing 
golf,  am  I  not?"  — Judge. 

G— G— G 

A  Speaking  Acquaintance 

She — You  raised  your  hat  to  that  girl 
who  passed.  You  don't  know  her,  do 
you? 

He — No,  but  my  brother  does  and 
this  is  his  hat.  — Phoenix. 

G— G— n 

A  False  Start 

The  Belated  One — "Pardle  me, 
offishah,  but  could  you  tell  me  if  that 
monument  represhens  the  Four  Horsemen 
of  the  Appiicker — of  the  Applok — of  the 
Appok — hang  it,  never  mind — hie — tell 
me  the  time  mshtead!" 

— Passing  Show    (London). 


MODERN  DANCING 

MISS    EDNA   HINCH 

356  Bruns^vick  Ave. 

Fox  Trot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private 

Lessons 

Special  rates  to  studen  ta 
For  Appointment    Phone  Trinity  0037 
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l^^^^The  Charm  of  Tea 
IS  in  the  Flavor 


and 

"SALADA"  Flavor 
appeals  irresistibly 


ff 


SALADA" 


Miss    Barbara    Whitney    Marries 
Harold   Bean,  Harvard  Graduate 

The  Bridegroom  is  One  of  the  Boston 
Beans  — Record. 


After  the  Game 

First  (eagerly)  :  Who  won? 
Second    (waving  bills)  :   I  did. 


-Re 


Theres  something  about  it  yoiill  like'* 

^__ T.p.  a 
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Cbiistmas  dieer 
.  yalUhe  yeav^ 
buy  him  a 


\41ety1ulcr8trop  Razor 

REG    IN    CANADA  M. 

^ives  him  a  quick  shave  -  and  a  good  one. 

From  ^120  to  ^2509  according  io 

finish,  case  and  number  of  blades 


"Mary' 


With  regard  to  that  well-estabhshed 
feature  of  our  evening  newspapers,  the 
serial  story,  Donald  Ogden  Stewart  has 
something  to  say  in  his  new  book,  "Aunt 
Polly's  Story  of  Mankind."  On  the 
magazine  page  of  Mary  Smith's  school 
paper  we  find: 

"To-day's  Serial:  'Mary  —  A  Great 
Reform  Story  of  Society  Life  and  the 
Younger  Generation,'  by  Miss  Mary 
Smith,  the  Great  Author.  Synopsis  of 
Preceding  Chapters:  Mary,  a  beautiful 
society  girl  but  in  the  younger  genera- 
tion, is  beloved  by  many  suitors  but  is 
secretly  in  love  with  Eric  Fairbanks, 
who  is  really  an  Arab  Prince  but  is  mas- 
querading as  the  Captain  of  an  airplane. 
'Red'  Slocombe  plans  to  steal  from  Tom, 
his  crippled  brother,  the  secret  process 
for  making  radium  which  his  father  and 
mother,  who  were  drowned  in  a  mys- 
terious storm,  gave  to  Wallace  Polo  on 
their  death  bed.  Julia,  a  domestic  maid 
in  the  Griffith  home,  warns  Eddie  Mc- 
intosh of  the  plot  against  the  life  of 
Lieut.  Jack  Pearson,  who  is  on  a  torpsdo 
boat  destroyer  in  the  harbor  searching 
for  a  mysterious   message.     The   moun- 

(Continued    on    Page    26.) 


Corona 

The  Personal  Writing  Machine 

Outline  your  ideas,  write  your 
papers,  lecture  notes  and  letters 
on   the    Portable    Corona. 

After  a  few  days'  practice  you 
will  find  it  faster  than  longhand. 
Easy  payments  if  desired. 

We  also  carry  a  large  selection  of 
used  Coronas  at  greatly  reduced 
price. 


Thomas  &  Corney 


33  Adelaide  West 


Toronto 
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EDDY3  MATCHES 


V) 


The  best  all-round  match 
and  a  square  deal 


ov 


EDDYS  MATCHE 


Judge — Prisoner,  the  jury  finds  you  guilty. 
Prisoner — That's  all  right,  judge,  I  know  you're  too  intelli- 
gent to  be  influenced  by  what  they  say.  — Jester. 


..  ^ 


The  Height  of  Disillusionnnent 

The  touEh-as-nails  undurjiraduatc  discovtrs  in  his 
iournalistic  research  that  he  was  once  a  .Mellen's  Food 
Baby.  — .lack-o-Lantern. 


ARROW 

^  COLLARS  ^ 


^  CHASE  ^ 

The  new  CHASE  fits  a  cravaf 
perfectly.  It  will  not  chafe  thej 
shirt,  and  it  reflects  the  very 
smartest  tendency  in  collar  styles.. 
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"Do  They  Like  'Em?" 

Just  ask  the  users  of 

GUTTA  PERCHA  TIRES 

''/n    every   way   and   all  the   way   the   best  " 
That  s  the  answer 


Gutta  Percha  &  Rubber,  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Canada  coTst)VcoZt 


or  stutterinfi  overcome  positively.  Our 
natural  methods  permanently  restore 
natural  speech.  Graduate  pupils  every- 
where.    Free  advice  and  literature. 

THE  ARNOTT  INSTITUTE 

KITCHENER,        -        CANADA         J 


A    Nomination 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
In  other  words.  Professor  Brees  is 
the  type  of  man  whom  everyone  who 
has  been  subjected  to  the  machina- 
tions of  a  university,  or  even  of  a 
boarding-school,    recognizes    at    once. 


OTie  latul  of  white  maqio     #^ 

ALGONQUIN  PARK 

IN  WINTER 

2,000  feet  above  the  sea  level 

HIGHLAND  INN 

opens  December  15th 

Skiing,  Snowshioeing, 
Skating,  Tobogganing, 
Sleighi-riding,  etc. 

For  handsome  illustrated  booklet  and  reservations 
apply  to 

N.  T.  CLARKE,  Manager 

Highland  Inn,  Algonquin  Park,  Ontario 

or  to  any  Canadian  National  Agent 


Without  the  aid  of  a  magic  crystal, 
ouija  board  or  other  fortune-telling 
device  we  rise  and  prophecy  that  Pro- 
fessor Brees  will  continue  to  root  dili- 
gently and  loyally  for  Wittenberg, 
"the  best  little  ol'  college  there  is," 
that  he  will  grow  old  in  this  activity, 
that  he  will  be  a  "credit  to  the  college 
and  the  community,"  that  he  will  be 
held  in  "sentimental  regard  by  many 
of  the  alumni,"  and  that  the  nearest 
he  will  ever  get  to  the  Hall  of  Fame 
will  be  the  present  rather  abortive 
nomination. 

G— G— G 

There  is  nothing  so  rare  as  a  beef 
au  jus.  — Tiger. 


The 

Regent 
Inn 

83  Bloor  Street  West 

LUNCHEON 

25    and    40c 

FULL    COURSE 
DINNER    -    50c 

AFTERNOON 
TEAS 

open  Sundays  and 
Evenings 
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PaUer^on>  CbocoUle^ 
Are  unique 
ForiT^aKmgqoa 
A  Parlor  ^beiK . 


.  iPallersons  / 

TORONTO 

/  Chocolates    \ 


. -s   /\ 
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The  oAppreciated  Qift 


{ Meal  1 
Fouiif^frPen 

'The  Daddy  of  Them  All" 


'  I  "HE  whole  world  knows  and 
-*•  accepts  Waterman's  Ideal 
as  the  fountain  pen  standard 
for  quality,  beauty,  reliability 
and  long  service. 

Mad^  in  Plain  Black,  Chased, 
Cardinal,  Mottled,  Gold  and  Silver 
Mounted,  and  Jeweled. 

Over  5,000  dealers  in  Canada  sell  it. 

Easy  to  buy- — Easy  to  send.  JVaterman 
dealers  everywhere  will  assist  you  in 
making  a  fitting  selection  for  man, 
woman  or  child. 


$2' 


.50 


to 


$50 


1.00 


L»  E.  Waterman  Company 

LIMITED 

179  St.  James  Street,  Montreal 

— _  New  York  Boston  Chicago 

^        ■  San  Francisco       London  Paris 


No.  452Ji 
'  Gothic  E.G. 
Sterling    _-; 
Silver    ■-^' 


Ltf 


MADISON  INM 

a/  the  Corner  o/'  BlooR  Streft 
■ind  Madison  AvemuE 


In  England  at  dinner  it  is  always  the 
custom  to  toast  the  King.  In  America, 
it  IS  the  custom  to  roast  the  President. 

— Record. 

G—G— G 

"I've  got  to  get  busy  and  get  myself  an 
overcoat." 

"Which  restaurant  do  you  get  yours 
f  rem  ?  "  — Record. 


Hair  Stays 
Combed,  Glossy 

"Hair-Groom"    Keeps    Hair 
Combed— Weil-Groomed 


GROOM 

TRADE  MABK  HEG 

Keeps  Hair 

Combed 


Millions    Use    It — Fine    for    Haiti 
— Not  Sticky,  Greasy  or  Smelly 


**Mary' 


(Cor.tinusd    from    Pnge    2'2.) 

tain  is  struck  by  lightning  and  Ethel, 
who  is  in  the  younger  generation  and 
is  secretly  married  to  Theodore  Forbes, 
suddenly  breaks  her  engagement  to  Fred 
Falmerly.  Helen  Fordyce  is  discovered 
kissing  George  Hamilton  and  Frank  is 
dismissed  from  military  school.  Bob 
and  Kitty  are  caught  in  the  rain  and 
compelled  to  spend  the  night  in  a  de- 
serted cabin  on  the  edg'e  of  the  desert 
and  on  their  return  to  the  house  party 
the  next  morning  they  are  forced  to  go 
into  a  convent.  Hal  is  broken-hearted. 
The  rumor  spreads  like  wildfire,  and  you 
can  imagine  Mrs.  Gordon's  surprise 
when  an  old  hermit  is  discovered  in  the 
cistern,  dead  from  a  mysterious  cause." 


MAIL 

WOUR  PHOTO  Ano 
T$222  fOfi  APCMCIC 
OR  CRAYON  SfierCH 
$322  rOft  A  PCN 
AND  (NK  SKETCH 
ToTilfr  ®AKe«_ 

39  tee  flve.roRONro 

ASK  ro«  fOLOeft 

'■eecone  an  artist 
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Yes,   Oswald,   All   Sporting   Writers    Use 
Ouija  Boards 

W.  M.  F.  sends  us  the  following,  which  may  be  re- 
garded as  a  tribute  to  the  community  spirit  and  civic 
patriotism,  as  well  as  the  judgment  of  Toronto's  sporting 
writers : 

Queens,    stronghold   of   predestination. 
To  some  of  us  it  would  appear 
You'll  have  to  cmp'oy  legislation. 
If  you  would  prove  your  football  team 
To  be  worth  much  consideration. 

The  first  game  that  you  played  this  year 
McGill  men  found  you  "easy  picking"; 
Or  rather,  so  it  would  appear 
From  reading  the  Toronto  papers. 
(True,  they  don't  make  the  reason  clear.) 

Both  times  you  met  the  Blue  and  White 

You  got  an  awful  licking 

(Before  each  game).     The  boys  who  write 

Toronto's  sporting  pages 

Made  your  team  look  a  sorry  sight. 

You  stacked  up  poorly  'gainst  the  M.A.A. 
Gainst  Ottawa  and  Tigers — 

And  Toronto  Argos Say ! 

They  played  you  ring-around-a-rosey 
(But  the  scores  don't  read  that  way.) 

And  then  the  Western  lads,  Regina's  hope, 

(Far   famed   as   buckers, 

Weighing  a  ton  apiece  and  smooth  as  soap). 

They  sure  made  suckers  of — 

The  guys  who  write  the  sporting  "dope." 

Your  twelve  apostles  of  the  Autumn  sport, 

Who  in  tri-colored  shirts 

Upon  the  football  field  cavort. 

May  hold  the  mug,  but  note — 

Of  championship  you  came  far  short. 

Harken  to  this,  ye  blighters! 

Ere  you  the  championship  can  claim — 

'Though  you   be   doughty   fighters — 

You've  yet  to  beat 

Toronto's  sporting  writers. 


PLATERS 

,  I ,   NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 


Mijitfaornc  3nn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 

Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The   handiest   rendezvous   in   Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  .3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la    carte 

DINNER  5..30  to  7.00,  —  40  &   65c. 


PURE  JAEGER  WOOL 

FOR   ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 


"The  Jaeger  Shops 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


99 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  KinE 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 
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50  to  1! 

Love  Wins  at  Long  Odds! 

The  Age-old  theme  of  Sports- 
manship and  Love  are  combined 
by  C.  W.  Stephens  in  a  stirring 
tale  of  Dominie  Dinwoodie,  of 
the  little  girl  who  married  beneath 
her  and  of  the  rangy  race-horse 
that  was  the  cause  of  it  all. 

In  this  issue  of  MacLean's  is 
also  to  be  found  "Christmas,"  by 
Adam  Harold  Brown,  a  beautiful 
little  epic  of  the  Yuletide,  both 
past  and  present,  tracing  by  fas- 
cinating word  picture  the  devel- 
opments of  this  Holy  Day  from 
two  thousand  years  ago  to  to-day, 
an  intriguing  little  essay  warm 
'with  sentiment  and  romance. 

•'  "Banking  in  London,"  a  n 
amusing  tale  in  which  Mrs.  Nellie 
L.  McClung  finds  it  more  diffi- 
cult to  secure  permission  from  a 
bank  to  deposit  money  within  its 
vaults,  than  it  is  for  the  prohibi- 
tionists to  convince  Quebec  that 
it -should  be  listed  in  the  "dry" 
column. 

Other  features  are  "Blazing 
Trails  in  B.  C,"  "Lighted  Win- 
dows," "After  the  Conference  is 
Over"  and  "The  Traveller  in  the 
Fur  Cloak." 

December  15th  Issue  of 

MACLEAN'S 

1         I'CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


MacLean's  Magazine  should  be  in  every  house- 
hold —  it's  the  ideal  Christmas  gift.  Forward 
$3.00  with  each  of  your  friends'  names  to  Mac- 
Lean's  Magazine,  Agency   Division,  Toronto. 


^ 


Eing  Cbtoarti  ?|otel 

Toronto 

Every  Evening  (Sundays  excepted)    10.30  to  1, 
will  be  held  throughout  the  season 


Luigi  Romanelli 

and  his  new  Orchestra 
will  play  exclusively 
for  the  King  Edward 
this  season. 


OF  AMERICA 


The  Dansant 

in  the  Ball  Room 
every  Wednesday 
and  Saturday  after- 
noon, 4.30  to  6.30 


The  Woman's  Touch  About  the  Home 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
were  his  unpa.d  bills,  the  invitations  to  last  year's  dances, 
club  notices,  laundry  slips  and  collection  envelopes.  Be- 
side them  the  rusty  nail-file  and  the  dilapidated  clothes- 
brush.  Now,  how  was  one  to  tell  where  they  all  were? 
The  tricky  assembly  of  china  containers  was  so  charm- 
ingly uncertain.  One  never  knew  whether  one  would  be 
greeted  with  an  entanglement  of  p:ns  or  place  one's  cuff- 
links in  the  cold-cream. 

But  was  anything  done — was  anything  ever  said  about 
it?  It  IS  to  be  hoped  not.  Fable  informs  us  the  couple 
are  still  very  happy;  so,  no  doubt  they  are.  The  only 
thing  is  that  the  other  day  the  husband  is  credited  with 
remarking  that,  much  as  he  liked  the  feminine  touch 
about  the  home,  the  next  time  the  top  was  left  off  the 
toothpaste — it  would  be  a  case  of  touch  and  go. 

— Anon. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


Goblin 
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Xm  AS -TIME 


1/ 
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Holly -time! 


WOULD  CHH15TMA5 
BE    COMPLETE 
^      WITHOUT 


f 


CANDIES 
r1  Four  TORorvTO  STORED 

8I>2  YONGE  §T.   443 YONGE  ST. 


778YONGEST 1550  QUEEN: 


Stude — "I  want  to  buy  a  make-up  box." 

Confectioner — "A  make-up  box?  We  don't  keep 
cosmetics." 

Stude — "It's  a  box  of  candy  I  want.  I'm  two  hours  late  for 
a  date."  — Lemon  Punch. 


-o- 


A  Bolt  from  the  Blue. 


1 


A^lXy. 


J 


rormA  — -from.  cl.  Readij -Jitter  IDruter, 
popula.r  mAWl  out  of  toLun.  s-tudeiits. 


An  old  Briar 
for  the  New  Year 


A  Kola  Briar  is  the 
smoker's  best  investment 
for  1924.  Cool  and  sweet 
from  the  start,  it  will  out- 
last other  pipes  of  many 
times  its  cost,  and  it  has 
that  rich  and  mellow 
Kola  color,  the  craze  of 
4  continents.  It's  the 
Kola  Process  that  does  it. 


And  "an  old  friend  from    [ 
the  start" 


■'■^^^mmmmm     \ 


BEWARE  OF  IMITATIONS 

Genuine   Kola   Briars,  Plain   or  Crusted,   arc  sold  at 
all  Kood  Tobacco  Stores  for 

ONE  DOLLAR 

Over  200  different  shapes  and  styles   to  choose  front. 
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Government 
Bonds 

In  the  present  market 
Canadian  Government 
and  Municipal  Bonds 
yield  from  5,14%  to  6% 
return 

Wrile  for  our  January  offering  sheet 


_  w 

DazviiTTio?^  Securities 

CORPORATION  LTMJTED 

HEAD  OFFICE:  TORONTO  24  KING  ST   E 
MONTREAL  established  m\  LONDON,  ENG.- 


Average  Undergrad,  Expressing  Forcible  View  on  Any  Topic 
of  Current  Interest.  — Record. 

At  the  Ticket  Window 

"Is  this  seat  close  to  the  stage?" 

"It's  in  row  B,  madam.      If  it  were  much  closer  you'd  have 
to  perform."  — Boston  Transcript. 

G— G— G 
Giving  It  Emphasis 
She — "Papa  says  you  have  more  money  tSan  brains." 
Reggie — "Ha!   Shows  what  an  ass  he  is.      I'm  broke. 
She — Yes,    Papa    added    tliat    you    were." — London   Mail. 


Goblin 


31 


on 

I 


5      DO 

a 

o 
z 


IT    NOW      I>0     IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO     IT    NOW    DO    IT 
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Love  Set 

for  Jacqueline 

It  is  the  Junior  Prom. 
Joe  Gish  has  run  off  with 
your  car,  so  you  are  at  a  loss 
what  to  suggest,  ^'our  little 
partner,  Jacqueline,  has  tired 
of  dancing,  and  silence  is  run- 
ning rampant  through  the 
conversation. 

What  is  she  thinking — if 
anything? 


IT  NOW    DO  IT  NOW    DO  IT  NOW    DO  IT  NOW    DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW 


In  another  moment  the 
last  sip  of  the  sixth  limeade  will  have  trickled  down  her  lovely  throat. 
Love  set  for  Jacqueline.  She  will  stare  innocently  at  you  for  a  moment, 
and  then — and  then — -start  popping  those  deadly  "do-you-knows".  How  to 
forestall  them,  how  to  parry  them,  how  to  stop  them,  you  will  know  when 
you  study  Vanity  Fair,  the  most  delightful  and  enlightening  outside  reading 
course   offered   in  any   university.  —  ^-Jsi  the   man    "with  the  perfect  line. 

Just  Try  Ten  Issues 

In  each  issue  you  find : 


THE  STAGE:  Photographs  of  the 
beautiful  and  the  unique ;  re- 
views and  storm  warnings ; 
symposiums  on  theatrical  as- 
tronomy. 

MOVIES:  Stills  and  stories  of 
the  meritorious  and  the  un- 
usual.    Press  agents  banned. 

HUMOR:  Works  of  poets  and 
othtr  tragedians  ;  res  novcs  with 
a  futuristic  flavoring;  achieve- 
ments of  intellectual  notables 
and  notable  intellectuals ;  the 
modernistic  philosophies. 

GRAVAMEN:  Cream  of  humour 
and  creme  de  menthc ;  the 
whimsical ;  the  satirical ;  and  all 
Other  forms  of  variegated  gro- 
tesqueric. 

WORLD  OF  IDEAS:      Every     new 

movement,  every  revolutioiiarx 
viewpoint,    every    unique    slant 


on  this  amusing  world,  is  mir- 
rored in   Vanity  Fair. 

THE  SPORTS:  All  of  them— mas- 
culine, feminine  and  neuter — 
photographs,  news  items,  and 
methods  of  play. 

THE  ARTS,  AS  SUCH:  The  best 
works  of  the  new  artists  and 
the  new  works  of  the  best  ones ; 
exhibition  gossip  and  repro- 
ductions of  the  most  discussed 
masterpieces  of  the  season. 


MOTORS,  and  dancing — all  you 
need  to  know,  recklessly  illus- 
trated. 

THE    COUPON   WILL    SAVE  YOU   $1: 

Mil    it    in    now — and — just 
watch   your    line. 


^C'^VO^'V^"*-^' 


XT 


BRIDGE.  ETC.:    All  the  tricks  and 
turns;    how    to    get    the    most 
out   of   your  college   educa- 
tion. 


AND     IN     ADDITION 

All  the  latest  notes 
in  MUSIC,  mkn's 

FAS  H  IONS, 


^V" 


.C. 


v^ 


^  .^ 
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Remington 

Portable 

MADE  IN  CANADA 


Standard  keyboard. 

You  do  not  have  to 
shift  for  figures  on  a 
REMINGTON  PORT- 
ABLE, for  the  key- 
board is  just  like  that 
of  the  big  typewriters. 
There  is  a  shift  key  on 
either  side  of  the  key- 
board. 


JE^fte  €\}vi^tma^  ^res^ent 


For  Everyone 

Who  Writes 


MADE   IN 
CANADA 


Remington  Typewriter  Company  of 
Canada,  Limited 

Remington  Building,  68  King  St.  West,  Toronto 

And  Throughout  the  Dominion 


The  letter  obtained 
from  this  machine  is 
dentical  to  that  typed 
by  standard  models. 
Its  case  is  only  4 
inches  high.  You  can 
carry  it  comfortably. 


Write  for 

Illustrated  Folder 


{% 

Attention 

'H^k. 

"Students" 

ilwii 

if  * 

1% 

As  an  inducement  to  the 

"COLLEGE  MEN" 

I    ^^1  ^ 

n  ■ 

We  offer  you 

\Jf^ 

EVENING 

\m  fi 

CLOTHES 

W  J/ 

n 
\ 

at 
MINIMUM  COST 

1  f 

\ 

Dinner  Jacket  Suits 
$30.00  and  $35.00 

\ll\  \ 

Full  Dress  Suits 
$40.00  and  $45.00 

f 

The  Royal  Tailors 

86-88  Richmond  St.,  W. 
TORONTO 

No,  A  Zoologist 

Lady — Have  you  a  nice,  creepy  book? 
Clerk — Yes,  ma'am.     Are  you  a  bookworm? 

G— G— G 


— Jester. 


"What  are  you  studying  now?  "  asked  Mrs.  Johnson. 

"We  have  taken  up  the  subject  of  molecules,"  answered  the 
son. 

"1  hope  you  will  be  very  attentive  and  practice  constantly," 
said  the  mother.  "I  tried  to  get  your  father  to  wear  one,  but  he 
could  not  keep  it  m  his  eye."  — Columbia  Jester. 

G— G— G 


Sign  on  a  door  in  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
"Button  don't  bell.     Bump." 


— Voo  Doo. 


^^Say   it   with  Flowers'' 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 
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Canada's   Grand  Old   Military   Man 

Seventy-four  years  ago  a  little  fellow  of  six  years  was  driving  a  team  of  oxen 
upon  his  father's  farm  in  Huron  County  and  seriously  debating  within  himself 
whether  he  should  be  an  Indian  fighter  or  a  fireman.  How  little  could  he  or 
his  parents  have  appreciated  the  great  things  which  Fortune  held  in  store  for 
him.  That  more  than  three  score  years  later  he  should  be  known  throughout 
the  world  as  Canada's  Grand  Old  Military  Man  —  the  hero  of  many  hard 
fought  campaigns  throughout  the  Empire. 


General 
Sir    William    Otter 

K.  C.  B.,  C.  V.  O.,   LL.  D. 


The  virile  Canadian  patriot,  who  celebrated 
his  eightieth  birthday  a  few  days  ago,  has 
been  prevailed  upon  to  relate  some  remin- 
iscences of  his  spectacular  career,  told  to  a 
Sunday  World  special  writer  without  trim- 
mings in  the  laconic  human  language  of 
the  man  of  action. 


The  above  is  but  one  of  the  many  fascinating  features  of  the  NEW  Sunday 
World,  crammed  with  up-to-the-minute  articles,  fast-moving  fiction,  illustra- 
tions from  all  quarters  of  the  Clobe,  and  special  departments  devoted  to  Sport, 
Society,  the  I  heatre,  the  Automobile,  and  Women's  Realm. 

All  of  these  and  more  are  yours  by  just  saying  "Sunday  World"  to  your  news- 
dealer or  newsboy. 

And  don  V  forget  the  eight-page  Comic  Section  starring  Andy  Gump 

Toronto  Sunday  World 

CANADA'S  BRIGHTEST  WEEKEND  PAPER 
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When  You  Give,  Give  with  Joy  and  Smiling 


iWafee 

ZW 
a 

iWerrp  Ctris^tmasJ 

Goblin  the  Very  Spirit  of  Humour  and  Happiness  is 
Made  to  be  Shared 

What  More  Ideal  Christmas  Present 

Could   You   Give  Than  a 

Subscription  to  Goblin 

It  makes  its  first  friendly  entrance  on  Christmas 
Morn,  and  continues  throughout  the  year  to  bring 
joy  to  the  recipient  and  kind  thoughts  of  the  donor. 

By  filling  in  the  enclosed  coupon  you  are  assuring 
your  favored  friends  not  only  a  Merry  Christmas 
but  a  Happy  New  Year. 

The  first  number  and  a  handsome  card  with  your 
Christmas  Greetings  and  Name  will  be  mailed  to 
arrive  on  Christmas  Morning. 

Please  forward  funds  by  Cheque  or  Money  Order  at 
rate  of  $2.25  per  year's  subscription. 

GOBLIN  MAGAZINE,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto,  Canada. 

I  enclose  $ ,  for  which  please  send  Goblin  Magazine  and  your 

special  Christmas  Greeting  card  with  my  compliments,  so  that  the  first 
issue  and  greeting  card  reach  tht  following  addresses  upon  Christmas 
Morning: 


Name 


■|      iName 
Address 


A      Name    . 
Address 


Name 


^     iMame 
Address 


Namt 


Address 


C     Name    . 
Address 

/^     Name    . 


Address 


My   Name    . 
My   Address 


"t^f^ow^s/fei- 


Advertise  for  it — 
Where  it  is  to  be  found ! 

A  Business  Paper  is  the  adver- 
tising medium  par  excellence. 
It  reaches  every  worth  while 
buyer  in  the  industry  it  serves 
and  offers  the  advertiser  a 
wealth  of  purchasing  power  at 
a  moderate  cost. 
If  you  sell  to  any  of  the  fol- 
lowing trades,  indicated  by  the 
name  of  the  paper,  you  can 
best    advertise    therein. 

Electrical  News, 
Canada    Lumberman, 
Contract  Record  and  Engin- 
eering R^vie^r, 
Canadian   Woodworker, 
Furniture  World,  and 
Footwear  in  Canada. 

349  W.  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto 


How    Foolish 

"Do  you  think  that  Professor  Kidder 
meant  anything  by  it?" 
"What?" 

"He  advertised  a  lecture  on  'Fools.'     I 
bought  a  ticket  and  it  said  'Admit  One.*  " 
— Virginia   Reel. 
G— G— G 

Three  O'Clock  in  the  Morning 

Irate  Citizen  (from  his  bedroom  win- 
dow)— "Say  you  down  there;  who  are 
you  talking  to?" 

Intoxicated  Romeo — "Nobuddy  'n 
perticerler.      I'm  jesh  broadcashtin'." 

— A  wgwan. 
G— G— G 

"Yessuh,  I's  done  proved  dat  honesty 
is  de  best  policy  after  all." 

"How?"  demanded  his  friend. 

"You  remember  dat  dawg  dat  I  took?** 

"Shore,  I  remembers." 

"Well,  suh,  I  tries  fo'  two  whole 
days  to  sell  dat  dawg  and  nobody  offers 
more'n  a  dollah.  So,  like  an  honest  man, 
I  goes  to  de  lady  dat  owned  him  an*  she 
gives  me  $3.50."  — The  Continent. 

G— G— G 

First  Waitress — Aw,  kissin'  a  gent  in 
public  ain't  raw. 

T'other  of  'em — Well,  it  ain't  done, 
neither.  — Record. 


'A  Shirt  of  Quality  is  an  Appreciated  Gift.  ' ' 


Oh  DiLL-Cn  so  qlad  you  BRou<iHT 


